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And fo offend him: for I tell you firs. 

If yon fhould fmile,he growes impatient. 

Play. Feare not my Lord we can containe our feluts. 
Were be the verieft anticke in the world. 

Lord. Go firra,Take them to the Butteric, 

And giue them friendly welcome euery one, 

Let them want nothing that my houfe affoord*. 

Exit one with the Players* 
Sirra go you to Bartholmew my page, 

And Ice him dreft in all fuitcslike aLadie: 

That done,condu£l him to the drunkardschamber. 
And call him Madam, do him cbeifancc: 

Tell him from me (as he will win my loue) 

He bare himfelfe with honorable adion, 

Such as hehathobferu’d in noble Ladies 
Vnto their Lords, by them accomplished. 

Such dutie to the drunkard let him do : 

With foft lowe tongue. and lowly curtcfie^ 

And fay: What is ’t your Honor doth command, 
Wherein yourLadie ,aed your humble wife. 

May (hew her dutic, and make knownc her loue. 

A nd then wi th kinde imbr acement s, tempting kiffes, 

And with declining head into his bofome 
Bid him flied teares.asbeing ouer. ioyed 
To fee licr noble Lord reftor’d to health. 

Who for this feuen yeares hath eftcemedhim 
No better then a poore andloachfome begger : 

And ifthc boy haue not a womans guift 
To raine a Slower of commanded teares , 

An Onion will do well forfuch a lhift, 

Which in a Napkin (being clofe-conuei’d) 

Shall in defpight enforce a waterie eie : 

Sec this difpatch’d with all the baft thou canft* 

Anon lie giucthecmotcinffrudions. 

Exit a feruingman. 

I know the boy will wel vfurpe the grace, 

Voice, gate, and adion of a Gentlewoman: 
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I long to heare him call the drunkard hufband. 

And how my men will ftay thcmfclucs from laughter. 

When they do homage to this fimplc peafant, 

31 c in to counfell them : haply my prefence 
May well abatethc ouer-merric lpleenc. 

Which otherwife would grow into extreames. 

Enter aloft the drunkard with attendants fome with apparel, 

Bafon and £wer,& other appurtenances, Qr Lord . 

Beg, For Gods fake a pot of fmall Ale. 

I Ser. Wilt pleafe your Lordfhip drinkc a cup of facke f 

a Ser. Wilt pleafe your Honor taftc of thefe Conferucs ? 

3 . Ser. What raiment will your honor wcare to day. 

Beg. I am Chrijlophero Sly, call not mec Honor nor Lord- 
fbip; I ne’rcdrankefackc in my life: and if you giue ; meany Con- 
fcrucs,giue mee conferucs of Bccfe : nere ask me what raiment He 
wcare, for I haue no more doublets then Backcs: noinorcftock- 
ings then legges :nor no more ftiooes then feet, nay fomtime more 
feet then Ihooes, or fuch fhooes as my toes lookc through the o- 
uer leather. 

Lord. Heauen ceafc this idle humor in your Honor* 

Oh that a mightie man of fuch difeent. 

Of fuch polTeffions, and f© high efteeme 
Should be infufed with fo foule afpirit. 

B ego What would you make me mad?Anr not I Chriftopher Site] , 
old S lies fonn e of B ur ton - heath by byrth a Pedler, by education a 
Cardmakcr, by tranftnutation a Beate-heard, and now by prefenc 
profeffion a Tinker. Aske CWarrian Backet the fat Alcwifeof 
Wincot , if fliee know me not ; if fhe fay I am not xiiii. d. on the 
fcore for Iheere Ale j fcorc mee vp for the lyingfl khauc in 
Ghriftendoms. What J am not beftraught : here’s 

3. LMan. Oh thisit is that makes yourLadie mourne. 

a Mar. Oh this is it that makes your feruants droop. 

Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred Hums your houfe 
Asb eat en henee by your ftrang* Lunacie. 

Oh Noble Lord, bethinke thee of thy birth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banifhmcnr 
And banifh hence thefeabied lowlic dreames % 
leoks howthy feruants do attend on thee. 
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